
I 
Mother- 
will your 
CHILD.. 

SLEEP or COUGH 
TONIGHT? 

Remember—Piso's Relieves Coughs 
Due to Coltfe in 2 Definite Weye 

The very first spoonful of Piso’s 
acts both locally and internally to 

relieve coughing. 
LOCALLY you can actually 

feel its comforting effect the in- 
stant you swallow Piso’s. Cling- 
ing to your throat, it eases tickling, 
hoarseness; soothes and relaxes 
irritated membranes that bring 
on coughing spells. 

INTERNALLY Piso’s acts 

as ar. expectorant (cough-loosen- 
er). Its modern formula contains 
two important ingredients that 
stimulate flow of protective throat 
secretions help loosen tight, ir- 
ritating phlegm, clear air passages. 

For coughs due to colds of chil- 
dren and adults, ask your druggist 
now for a 

bottle of 
Piso’s J 
(pie-so’s). _jot 

9 PEOPLE OUT 
Of K> SHOW SIGHS 

OF GUM 

TROUBLE 

tiuard your gums 
by regular massage 
with Forhan's. 

Forhan’s is not only a good tooth- 
paste, but it contains a special in- 
gredient for the gums. Twice-daily 
massage with Forhan’s brightens 
teeth, and also helps make gums 
sound and healthy. For generous 
trial tube, send Ilk to Forhan’s, 
Dept. 212, New Brunswick, N. J. 

EX-LAX ALWAYS 601 

RESULTS-BOT NOW IT ACTS 
BETTER THAN EVER! 

always thorough and dependable, 
Ex-Lax is today even more effective in 

relieving constipation. For this old favor- 
ite, the Original Chocolated Laxative, is 
now SCIENTIFICALLY IMPROVED. 
It TASTES BETTER .. .ACTS BETTER 
and is MORE GENTLE than ever! No 
matter what laxative you’ve used before, 
you owe it to yourself to try the new 
Vx-Lax! The box is the same, but the con- 
tents are better than ever! 10* and 25* sixes. 

FOR HEAD COLDS 

THIS WEEK 
SELLS GOODS 

Blind Date With Death 
Continued from pago tovon 

Drawn by Von ff/ogon 

Thirty-Rye! Why, John, you know you were going seventy! 

illuming, wiy ligut wdMi un. & in 

blind, you know.” 
"Yes, yes.” Win said, feeling the 

knot loosen slightly. “That can wait. 
Tell me what happened.” 

“Two men were quarreling," the 
man continued. “I heard a blow. Then 
a man walked past my door. A little 
later I heard a man’s voice raised in 
anger, say, ‘You double-crosser, get a 

load of this!’ Then I heard another 
blow, and something fell to the floor. 

“I heard steps running past my 
door. I took the dog to guide me, and 
started for the police. I’d gone as far 
as the comer when an automobile 
drew up alongside and stopped, for the 
red light, I presume. I fumbled for the 
door catch and asked if they’d take 
me to the police station. The man 

asked me what I wanted, and, as soon 

as he spoke, I recognized the voice of 
the man I’d heard in the room next 
to mine! 

“That was where I made my mis- 
take. I showed I recognized the voice. 
I turned away. For a minute Mimi 
didn’t understand what I wanted. 
There were two men in the car. They 
got out and grabbed me. and the dog 
jumped in after me. After a while they 
threw out the dog. They took me 

here and ...” 
“Hurry,” Win commanded, strug- 

gling with the knot. “I hear steps...” 
“This man explained he had to be 

here to keep an appointment. An alibi 
depended on it. He tried to make me 

talk. He intends to kill me, but he 
had to wait until after his appoint- 
ment the alibi ...” 

A door shivered open, disclosing a 

hallway filled with light, and the re- 

flection of that light filled the room. 

Dudley Lockhart, standing in the 
doorway, said. “What the hell’s com- 

ing off here?’’ A tall, slender man 

reached past Lockhart and clicked on 

the light switch. Win Layton, blink- 
ing in the sudden glare of the lights, 
saw Ross Wilton standing behind-the 
two men in the corridor, white-faced 
with surprise. She saw that Lockhart 
was holding a blue-steel automatic 
in his right hand. He pushed his way 
into the room. 

Win Layton thought swiftly. There 
was only one hope. “Run, Ross!” she 
screamed. “Call officers! Lockhart 
murdered Fish back!” 

Lockhart raised the automatic. 
Wilton was still standing in the hall- 

way, his handsome face a picture of 
startled consternation. The tall, thin 
man was jerking a weapon from a 

shoulder holster. Lockhart, murder 
blazing from his beady eyes, was 

stiffening his hand on the trigger. And 
the'dog, Win saw the dog go through 
the air, a tawny streak of motion. She 
saw the jaws clamp themselves on 

Lockhart’s wrist, heard the roar of 
the automatic. Lockhart dropped his 
gun and screamed oaths. Ross Wilton 
turned to run. It was too late. The tall 
man whipped a gun from his shoulder 
holster and said to Wilton, “Freeze, 
Buddy!” 

Wilton gave one startled glance 
over his shoulder, stumbled to a stop 
and pushed his hands high in the air. 
Dudley Lockhart struck the dog a 

heavy blow with his left fist. The ani- 
mal dropped to the floor, crouched. 
Lockhart, staggering off balance, 
flung up his forearm as the dog 
scrambled to another rush. 

Win dove for the gun Lockhart had 
dropped. She saw Lockhart's foot 
swing in an arc. His shoe barely missed 
her face, struck the biceps of her 
reaching arm. She felt a stab of pain, 
then the muscles were drained of 
strength, leaving her helpless arm only 
a limp, numbing ache. Lockhart’s 
right forearm, interposed between the 
dog and his throat, caught the dog’s 
slashing jaw, parried the rush. “Kill 
this damn dog, Slimmy!" Lockhart 
yelled. 

The tall man swung his gun toward 
thedog. Win Layton screamed. “Ross! 
Rush him!” Hardly conscious of what 
she was doing, she crawled forward. 
“No! No!” she screamed. “Stop it! 
Don’t kill that dog!" 

The big police dog swung its weight 
downward, with a wrenching, twisting 
turn. Lockhart swayed to the side, 
then off-balance, crashed to the floor. 
The tall man jumped to one side so 

that he could get an unobstructed 
shot. Win saw a stabbing spurt of 

flame leap from the gun. She shifted 
her eyes as she heard the pound of 
running feet. 

Bert Grinnel. hatless, head lowered, 
came charging down the corridor. The 
man in the doorway saw him. raised 
his gun and took deliberate aim. Win 
flung out her right hand, caught the 
man’s ankle, jerked with every bit of 
force at her command as two shots 
roared out above her head. She felt the 
man’s leg shiver as something hit him 
with the force of a battering ram. 

Dudley Lockhart gave a strangled 
cry for help as the dog, getting him on 

his back, slashed at his throat. He 
managed to twist far enough to avoid 
the first attack of the snapping jaws. 
Bert Grinnel, as calmly businesslike 
as though he had been lighting a 

cigarette, raised the barrel of the gun 
he had wrested from the grasp of the 
tall man, brought it down with a dull 

Win watched the calm competence 
of his walk as he moved unhurriedly 
down the corridor. She heard him dial 
the number and say to “The Planet” 

operator, "Hi, Gertie. How’s tricks? 
Atta girl I’ll say you do. 

Give me the Old Man and stick a 

rewrite on the line. I’ve got some hot 
stuff coming in.” 

Three-thirty found Win and Bert 
seated with cigarettes and coffee, in 
the By-Line Caff. 

“Well.” Bert said, “you’ll have an 

easy time of it, writing up a human 
interest story on the blind guy and 
the devotion of the dog.” 

Win nodded. “What was the idea 
of dragging me out to the telephone 
and telling me to outline the article 
to the Old Man, Bert? That could 
have kept until we got to the office. 
The blind man was giving his inter- 

thunk across the tall man’s skull, 
grabbed the police dog’s harness, 
looked up at Win and said calmly. 
“Hurt. Baby?" 

“Just an arm kicked loose,” she 
said. “Hold on to that dog. The blind 
man here knows the whole story.” 

Ross Wilton, walking as one in a 

dream, came over to help Grinnel hold 
the angered dog. 

“How about it, Lockhart?” Grinnel 
asked, grinning. “Do you give it to us 

straight, or do I let this dog loose?” 
Lockhart said, “Get that damned 

wolf away from me. We can square 
this.” 

The blind man, tugging at the knot 
Win had loosened, worked his arms 

free from the rope, sat up on the floor 
and said, “Down, Mimi. That’s 
enough.” The dog hesitated, then 
crouched obediently. 

Win lelt lor broken bones in her left 
arm. Sensation was commencing to re- 

turn to it with stabbing, shooting pains. 
"Broken?” Grinnel asked. 
"I think not,” she said. 
Lockhart said, “Look here, we can 

square this thing. There’s a wad of 
cash in my safe. All you have to do is 
listen to reason and ...” 

Grinnel turned to Wilton. “Can you 
hold this guy,” he asked, “while I 
telephone my newspaper and get the 
story in before they put the paper 
to bed?” 

Win spoke before Wilton could 
answer. "The answer to that, Bert,” 
she said, "is no!” 

"Meaning ...” Grinnel asked. 
“Meaning he can’t,” she said. 
Wilton said. “Oh, I say. Aren’t 

you ?” 
Calmly, methodically,Grinnel raised 

the gun, cracked it down on Lock- 
hart’s head. As Lockhart went limp, 
Grinnel shoved the butt of the gun in 
Win’s hand and said, “The phone’s 
down the corridor. You keep the situa- 
tion in hand. Baby.” 

view. The Old Man didn’t want my 

story.” 
Grinnel grinned and said, ”My 

gosh. Baby, you’re innocent!” 
“What do you mean?” 
“Well, you see, I tracked Ross Wil- 

ton to the Arlington Hotel,” Grinnel 
said. "I got there just after you’d left. 
Judge Kootries and Patricia were 

there. I made the Judge kick through 
with his story. When they told me 

where you’d gone, I chased out after 
you.” 

“That still doesn’t answer my ques- 
tion." 

"You forget," he told her, "that I 
knew about Patricia and about the 
letters and stuff Fishback had. Fish- 
back had been doublecrossing Lock- 
hart. Lockhart was hiding in 
Fishback’s room while Judge Koomes 
was there. When he saw what a perfect 
set-up he had for murder, he stuck 
the knife in Fishback, short-circuited 
the light current so as to blow out all 
the fuses, so he wouldn’t be seen leav- 
ing the dump, grabbed Fishback’s 
blackmail stuff and walked out. 

So Aw, shucks. Baby. I 
wanted to leave Ross Wilton alone in 
the room with Lockhart.” 

“You mean so he’d get those let- 
ters?” Win asked. 

"Sure,” he said. 
Win laughed. “Why didn't you say 

so in the first place? Good heavens, 
I’d got Judge Koomes’ note and 
Patricia’s letters out of Lockhart’s 
pocket before you’d said more than a 

dozen words over the telephone. I told 
Wilton to search Slimmy for another 
gun. While he was doing it, he had his 
back to me, and I frisked Lockhart.” 

Grinnel grinned silent approval. 
Win met his eyes. "Wilton didn’t do 

so well when the going got rough,” 
she said. 

Grinnel shifted his gaze. “Aw, give 
him time,” he said. “He isn’t used to 
the rough stuff.” 

good points. He's a divine dancer 
I hope Patricia Koomcs is happy 
with him.” 

Grinnel stiffened to attention, started 
to say something, then slumped back 
down in his chair. Cigarette ashes 
spilled on his vest. “Patricia Koomes, 
huh?” he asked. 

Win nodded, her eyes, starry, fixed 
on Grinnel. 

“Well,” Bert said slowly, “you’re 
going to do better than that. You’re 
going to have friends who — 

Win interrupted, “Who talk my 

language.” 
"Not newspaper men,” Grinnel pro- 

tested, straightening in his seat. 

“That’s a nutty profession. A news- 

paper man couldn’t ...” 
Under the steady impact of her eyes 

he became silent, twisted in his seat, 

yelled, “Hey.waiter,two morecoffees.” 
He slumped back in the chair, the 
cigarette dangling dejectedly from his 

lips." You're going to go places. Baby.” 
he told her. “You're going into the 
movies. You’ll have automobiles, fur 
coats, butlers, swank, money ”. 

Win leaned across the table, placed 
her hand over his. “And how about 
you, Bert? What arc you going to 

have?” 
He avoided her eyes. “Just a job,” 

he said, “a job that calls for hard work 
long hours, fast thinking, and doesn't 
pay enough money to — to — 

Win opened her purse, took out an 

oblong of cardboard and ripped it into 
fragments. "All right, Bert," she said, 
“that was my studio pass for the 
screen test. Drag me up there by the 
hair if you want to, but let's see you 
get me into that studio without a 

pass!” 
At that moment, Harry Fenton of 

“The Sentinel.” pushed through the 
door, and. with a whoop of delight ^ 

came striding toward their table. "Hi, 
you two!” he shouted boisterously. 
“Gosh. Bert — what's the matter? 
Got a blood pressure or something? 
Your face looks like a lobster. And 
you, Win My gosh, you’re beau- 
tiful! You look as though you’d been 
seeing a vision or sumpin'. 

The waiter appeared with two cups 
of coffee. Win looked up at Feifton 
and said softly, “Perhaps I have.” 

TfefM 

AM I MAO I DIS- 
COVERED TUMI 
NOW I EAT THIN4S 
I LIKE WITHOUT 
ACID DISTRESS 

ITS SURE 
GREAT MOW 

TUMS RELIEVE 
ACID INDIGEST- 
ION RAINS 
RIGHT AWAV. 

RELIEVE ACID INDIGESTION 
WITH AMAZING SPEED 

YES, TUMS, a remarkable, new dis- 
covery brings amazing quick relief 

from indigestion, heartburn, sour stom- 
ach, gas, and constant burning caused 
by excess acid. For TUMS work on the 
true basic principle. Act unbelievably 
fast to neutralize excess acid conditions. 
Acid pains are relieved almost at once. 

TUMS contain no laxatives; no harmful 
drugs. Guaranteed to contain no wda. 
Over 1H billion TUMS already used- 
proving their amazing benefit. Try TUMS 
today. Only 10c for 12 TUMS at all 
druggists. Most economical relief. Chew 
like candy mints. Get a handy 10c roll 
today, or the three roll economy pack- 
age with metal container for only 25c. 

WOMEN money; 
Here** an exciting, modern way to start a well- 
paying buaineaa of your own ... where you're 
old enough at 25 ... not too old at 45. Write for 
free folder describing new profeaaion of Figaro- 1 

grooming. Previous experience unnecessary. It’s 
easy to learn under our specialised training. If 
you’re looking for a permanent vocation with a 

bright future get the facta now. /-\ 
am aotocR Send today for “An / > 
Interesting Business for Women.** 
Spirella, Dept. Y-2, Niagara Falla, 
N. Y. or Oakland, Cal. (In Canada: / +of* 
Niagara Falla, Ont.) — 


